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Chap. 37..A race.
Dark was failing as on my return I came

within Bound of the mill race. I thought I
could make out a little group of people
leaning over the stone balustrade of the
bridge as I approached. Such I found to be
the case, and among them Dr. Cracken-
thorpe standing up gaunt in his long brown
coat.

I was turning In at the yard, when this
Individual hailed me, and by doing so

brought all the faces round in my direction.
I walked up to him.
-Well?" I said.
"These good folk are curious. It's no af¬

fair of mine, but half a minute ago there
came a yell out of the old cabin yonder fit
to wakp the dead."
"Well?" I said again, with a mighty as¬

sumption'of coolness I hardly felt.
"Oh, doa't suppose I care. It only seemed

to me that some day, perhaps, you'll have
the place stoned about your ears, if you
don't let a little more light in."
A murmur went up from the half dozen

rustics and brainless idlers.
"We don't warnt no drowndlng ghosteses

In Wlnton." said a voice.
I went straight up to them.
"Don't you?" I said. "Then you'd best

keep out "of reach of them that can make
you that and something worse. I suppose
some of you have cried out with the lum¬
bago before now?"
"That warnt no lumbago cry, master."
-Wasn't it, now? Have you ever had It?"
"No.I harsn't."
"Ill give you a good imitation".and I

made a rush at the fellow who spoke. The
crowd scattered, and the man. suddenly
backing, toppled over with a crack that
brought a yell out of him.
"See there!" I cried. "You scretm before

you are touched even. A pretty fool you,
to gauge the meaning of any noise but your
own gobbling over a slice of bread and
bacon."
This was to the humor of the others, who

cackled hoarsely with laughter.
*- 'n*- aslc "nations," I said

H "put them to this doc-
wiiy jits every day in a room with
' murderers' heads looking down

-t I walked off in a heat, and
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Then they will consent to look at other
garments."
There art a few improvements In the

wheeling garb. Bloomers have not succeed¬
ed in winning favor In conservative circles
and ordinary skirts have been equally un¬

successful in sensible circles. All sorts of
compromises are therefore in order. The di¬
vided skirt, which Is plaited in the back so

£ts to hang like an ordinary skirt, and
which has au apron front concealing its bi¬
furcation, is the favorite. The apron part
buttons ou the side in a tailor-made fashion.
Short coats, both of the blazer and the
reefer orders, are worn with these skirts.
Some are made with belted bodices which
open with Dlrejptoire revers over a chemi¬
sette.
After the Important question of a proper

bicycle costume has been decided, the Sum¬
mer girl turns her attention to tlia minor

is-od Cprld nian welcomed me with an agon-

strumri*
rapture, and endeavored to

a^'iin" ua i? i? ' ut d'ropoed back

over h?m exhausted. I went and stood

hnnd« iT'. h? chlng to °ne of mv
as a drowning man might.

6orZly, of Jason?' jUSt D°W?" 1 asked'

couM onl^ ,a1d cleared his throat, but

CWw fifo. hirme"SS,5r " the cow"-

Father, what is the matter?"
wm,i?^'+ wouI,dn't come, Renalt .you

"Whsf kTk i prayed for you to come."
4it1 ^ ^as be been doin^r?" *

Seiiri hT^V'1 ^he^oId horror over again,
me!

W3y! Bon t let hIm c°me near

Tnl^^as fall,nS distracted. I turned to
Jason once more.
"Come! Out with it!" I said "What

have you been doing?"
ni!;.i'r?ve t° smile. His face was ghastly

h«a
a lined. All the old mysterv of

»m ?wey1? ?'as interpreted bv terror

> ,?. ,he said at last, with a chok¬

ing »
m ^'s throat. "I have done noth-

«rTr)on't ,beJle^e him," moaned mv father

ruin'* ' he wanted t0 sInk me to

"I want to ruin nobody!" cried mv

brother, finding his voice 'iu a wail of
despair. I m desperate, that's all.desper-
ri e,^faPe.a"d he offers me little more
than he'd give to a beggar."

^m I'm not far from one inv-

be levp i^TT fi e*!t- Jou see he doesn't
oeiieve It. He threatened me. Renalt Ho
brought the hideous time back again."'
n-> i broke upon me, as from .* fur¬
nace door snapped open.
"Dad," I said, gently, "will fou cv> tn

your room and leave the rest to me?"
I helped him to his feet.across the room.

He pushed at me as we passed my brother
so as to force me to a detour. His eves

the ^her a11 the "me. It was
pitiful to see his terror of him
Jason after onehurried step forward, did

Hqh e.ek to interfere. He stood where he

i+k P|anted himself, waiting my return

<.« .whra",nd "n^» '»»<¦ '»
stain? the °ld man t0 the f00t of the

chlneaVe blm t0 me'" 1 8ald again. "You
shall see no more of him." Then I re-

brother
r°°m aDd St00d l,t'fore my

understand it all, now," I said, in q

¦..traight, quiet voice, "The 'some one else"

father?"PeCted' °r pretended ^ was our

No answer.

th'isWi?«.fJ Jlf\s tn Lo,ndon y°u traded upon

StTi^JS^ t0 force mouey

Xo^ answer.
"Your silence will do. What can T

~for1the~sljm/
matters of travelling, church and dinner
garb. Young persons with laudable ambi¬
tion to look their best on the train hav
rather fetching gowns of canvas

made. Some of the canvp

bined attractively
are all taffeta I't»
made with go! . , ,

*"ra°tlveh K - .taos"/
K Li PlaU 'e ceQtre. The
bodice consists of a gathered yoke and
sleeves of golden brown silk, with a verv

emhP' , 'nr11* corselet of the canvas
embroidered in brown. Broad brown satin
ribbons form shoulder straps and a collar
Almost equal In Importance with the

bicycle suit ranks the Summer girl's bath-

lng_outflt. This season it is made of mohair

n.'paca, almost to the exclusion of the once

popular flannel. The styles do not differ in
any marked degree from those of previous
years. 7 he bodice and trousers are made
'n one, and on a band at the waist buttons
are set to fasten the knee length skirt. The
bodice is a moderately loose, short-sleeved

use with a sailor collar stitched to it so
as to prevent the water from roiling it
about the wearer's ears. Belts or sashes
conceal the waist band. The suits are of
dark colors trimmed with brilliant hues or
of light materials with dark stripes, belts
bands and bows.
The caps which the bathers wear are of

rubber or oilskin, about which gay hand-
kerchiefs are twisted. Sometimes tbe rub- j

/

your own sordid ends.and that man your
father! To do this while holding a like
threat over another's head.yonr brother's.
still for your own pitiful ends. And all the
time who knows but you may be the mur¬
derer?"
"I am not the murderer. You persist, and

.and it's too cruel."
"¦Cruel! To you? Who killed Modred?"
"I believe it was dad."

""I 'believe upon my soul, it's a lie!"
"He thinks it himself, anyho>w."
"Is it any good saying to you that a man

of his habits, as he was then, might be
driven to believe anything of himself?"
"Why did he have the braces in his

pocket, then?"
"He had carried the boy upstairs.you

know that. He had been bathing and his
things were scattered."
"It isn't all. Modred had discovered his

secret."
In spite"»of myself I started.
"What secret?" I said.
"Where the coins were hidden."
"What coins?"
For the first time he looked at me with a

faint leer of cunning.
"Ah!" he said. "What coins! You pride

yourself on your truth, Renny. It wasn't
likely, was it, that what he had kept from
us brats so well ho would keep '.n the same
way from us when we grew up?"

"I won't condescend to prevaricate for
any purpose. I do know about the treasure,
because he told me himself, but I swear I
know to this day nothing about Its hiding
place."
He looked at me curiously.
"Well," he said, "Modred had found It

out, anyway."
"How do you know?"
"Didn't he offer to give Zyp something in

exchange for a kiss that night we watched
them out of the window?"
"Go on."
"It was gold. I saw it. He must have

found his way to the store and stolen it.
Mayn't It be, now, that dad discovered he
had been robbed, and took the surest way
to prevent it happening again?"
"No.a thousand times!" I spoke stanchly,

but my heart felt sick within me.
"Well," he said; "each man his opinion.

At the same time you must own 1 had
something to justify my suspicion, even if
he had denied It.which he has never done."

"It was a horrible time. He was hi a
horrible state. What could he remoinlx>r of
i*:s actions the next morning? I, at least,
know him incapable at such wickedness. If
you don't, too, the worse for you. '

He was silent.
. ,, ,

"So," I said, in a high-strung voice, "this
was your manner of business during my
absence; that the way to the means that
helped you up to London? A miserable dis¬
covery for you.'for I gatnor from jonr
words you, too. found out about the hiding
place. You had better have left it alone -a
million times you had better."

Still he was silent.

ViER CAMPAIGN.
ber ores are made with a shirred brim,
wSlch protects the complexion as well as

the hair, and sometimes broad straw bon¬
nets are tied picturesquely over the head.

FASHION NOTES FROM ABROAD.

Lavender is gaining favor every day. The
latest shade has a decided bluish tint.

* . *

Paradise plumes in white, black and green
are the favorite hat garnitures of the hour.

* . *

Black evening gowns are in demand. A
favorite style shows sleeves and full front
of colored llsse.

A Parisian costume much admired Is of
heliotrope crepe de Chine and Valenciennes
lace. The front Is made entirely of the lace
over silk of a deeper shade than the gown

proper, and each seam shows a tracing of
applique composed of Valenciennes com¬
bined with chenille embroidery.

* » *

English toques'show large skeleton leaves
dyed to suit the general color placed
upright at the back.

White muslin of the softest sort is much
used in combination with entre deux and
edging of black lace. The lining is usually
of striped taffeta.

* * .

Sleeves for evening wear are almost uni¬
versally of elbow length. Those designed
for the street reach to the wrist, if not to
the knuckles.

» * »

Odd and novel sleeves are the fancy of the
moment. A recently imported ball gown
shows a scarf of the tulle tied in a bow at
the outside of each arm. t

"Did Zyp know, too?"
"No.not from my telling. I can't answer

for what she may have round out of her¬
self. She sees In the dark."
"How much did you have, from first to

last; but I- suppose you helped yourself
whenever you needed it?"
"I didn't.I swear I didn't! I never put

linger on the stuff till dad handed it <over
to ine."

"I think I could have despised you less,
perhaps, if you had stolen it boldly on your
own account."
"You're bitter hard on me, Kenny. Hadn't

I some cause? "What right had he to keep
us without a penny all those years, when
riches were there for the taking?"
"He could do what he liked with his own,

I conclude. At any rate, the end justifled
the means. A pretty use you made of your
vile extortion- a bloody vengeance is the
price you pay for it!"
At that ne gave a sudden cry.
"I'm lost.I know it! Help me to escape.

Renny, help me to escape."
"Do you think you deserve that of me,

Jason?"
He dropped upon his knees, an abject,

wailing figure.
"I don't.I don't! But your'e generous.

Renalt, I always thought you good and gen¬
erous, when I laughed at you most. Save
me from that terror! He strikes at me in
the dark.I never know where his hideous
face will show next. He follows me.
haunts me.tries to poison me, to torture
me to death! Oh, Renny, help me!"
"Answer me truly first. For how long

were you robbing the old man?"
"I may have had some small sums of him

for a year.nothing much. When Zyp and
I made up our minds to go, I bid for a
latter, and he gave it to me."
"He didn't know you were married?"
"He wouldn't hear of it.it's th'e truth.

He meant her for you, I think, and the
worst threats I could use never shook him
from his refusal to countenance us."
"Krave old man."
"Renny.help rue!"
"For Zyp's sake," I said sternly."yes.

Were It not for her appeal, I tell you plain¬
ly you might perish for mo."
He looked so base kneeling there In his

craven degradation that I could not forbear
the stroke. Yet the worn despair of his face
moved me to some secret pUy, too. He lift¬
ed his hands to me and dwelt with anguish
on my words. Surely conscience was figured
in the bloodhound at his heels.
"My father provides the means," I said.

"I went to London to-day to realize it.
Here it is, and make the most of It."
He took it from me with trembling

hands. v
"Ten pounds," he said, blankly. "Xo

more?"
"Isn't it enough?"
"Enough to get away with, not enough

to find a living on across the water."
"It's all you'll get.that's final. Remem¬

ber now that I stand here by my father.
Always remember that when your fingers
itch for hush money.and remember who
It was that was once my friend."
He rose and crept to the door with

bowed head. Some old vein of tenderer
feeling gushed warm in me.
"Jason," I cried, "I forgive you for all

you have done to me."
He turned and came back to me, seized

me by the wrist.and his eyes were moist
with tears.
"For pity's sake come a little way with

me, Renny'. You don't know what I suffer."
"A little way on your road, do you

mean?"
"Yes. I daren't go by train. He might

be there. I must waik; and I dread.
Renny, supposing I should meet him on the
way?"
"Why, that's nonsense. Haven't you just,

come alone?"
"I was driven by the thought of what

I was seeking, then. It was bad enough.
But, now I've got It, all nerve seems shak¬
en out of me. I'm afraid of the dark."
Was this the stuff that villains were

made of? Almost I could find It in me to
soothe and comfort the poor, terrified crea¬
ture.
"Very well," I said. "I will walk part

of the way with you."
His wan cheek flushed with gratitude.

I got my hat and stick, and ran up to my
father to tell him whither I was off.
"That's right," he said, with a sigh. "You

can't do better than make sure of his
going."
As I came downstairs again Jason was

disappearing into the loft, where the
stones were, that stood opposite the sit-
ting room. The wheel underneath was
booking as usual and the great disks re-
voJved softly with a rubbing noise. I saw
h!m go to the dim window, that stood out
as If hung up in the black atmosphere of
the room, a square of latticed gray, It was
evidently his intention to reconnoitre be¬
fore starting, for the window looked upon
the bridge and the now lonely tail of the
High street.
Suddenly a sort of stifled, rushing noise

issued from his lips, and he stole back on
tiptoe to the passage without the room.
There, in the weak lamplight he fell against
the wall, and his face was the color of
straw paper and his lips were ashen.

SKIN BLEMISHES.
A Perfect Complexion Woman's

Chiefest Charm.

An Imperfect One Fatal to Beauty.
Advice for Improving It.

There is nothing so fatal to a woman's
beauty as a skin disease.I care not how
admirable her form may be, nor how classic
the lines of her face and head.I will go even
further and declare that with perfect form
and features a woman may be a paragon
of all the domestic virtues and despite
these gifts and graces she has yet never

been able to command the love we all
crave and have an honest right to yearn
for, if her face is marred by an unsightly
skin. The noblest love has ever been, and
ever must be, at first inspired by personal
attractions. Eve would have been quite
safe in the garden of Eden, not only from
the historic serpent, but from Adam him¬
self, had she been speckled and distorted-
For years it has been my custom to make

a mental nfcte of the skin blemishes of the'
women and girls wherever I have been, and
I must frankly say that about twenty out
of a hundred of the women and girls one
meets in the ordinary pursuits of life have
really beautiful, healthful skins; the other
eighty are afflicted with pimples, acne, etc.
This sounds like a sweeping statement,
but just go out on a day's pilgrimage by
the common modes of transit, and take con¬
scientious notes, and you will find I am cor¬
rect.
At .the risk of being tiresome, and regard-

"He's there," he said, In a dreadful whis¬
per. "He's standing qn the bridge waiting
for me."

Chap. 38..A Night Fufsult.
I rushed across the room and looked out

through the dim glass. The swaying light
of a street oil lamp fell upon the white
stones of the bridge, so that they seemed to
totter us if In the water-quake that thun¬
dered underfoot.
At first I could mako out no more until

a something that I had taken for the top
stone of the balustrade resolved Itself sua-1

"He's there," he said, in a dfe
on the bridge v

deniy into a face, gray and set as the
block It looked over.

If never moved, but remained thus as If
It were carved out of the stone.a sculp¬
tured death designed to take stock forever
with a petrified stare of the crumbling mill.
Then, as my eyes grew accustomed to the

outlines, I saw that It leaned down In re¬

ality, with its chin resting on its hands that
were crossed over the top of the parapet.
The upper half of the face lay In tne deep
shadow thrown by the hat brim, but even
at that distance I should have known the
mouth, though the whole pose of the figure
were not visible to convince me.
There it lay, stretched and motionless,

while I took my gaze of it, for I knew that,
whatever the conjectures or suspicions that
had brought it hither, no human eyes could
penetrate the dark glaring behind which I
watched.
JasOn looked at me like a dying man when

I returned to him. The full horror of a mor¬
tal fright, than which nothing Is more pain¬
ful to witness, spoke from his lungs, that
heaved as if the sweet air had become a
palpable thing to enter within and imprison
Ids soul from all hope of escape. A leaden
hue, like that which overspreads the smoked
petals of blue flax flowers, lay heavy In his
eyes, seeming even to soak beyond them, as
if the flesh had been dully bruised. He
tried to question me. but only sunk back
with a moan.
"Now," I said, "you must summon all

your resolution. Act promptly and in half
an hour you will be beyond reach of him."
My own nerves were strung to devouring!

action: A kind of exultation fired me to
master this tyranny of pursuit. Whatever
might be its justification, the tactics of ag¬
gressive force should at least be open and
human, I thought.
"You don't want to pass the night here?"
He made a negative motion with his head.

ed by my readers as a persistent crank, I
am bound to say that I do honestly believe
uncleanllness Is the chief cause, of the un¬

sightly faces in every assemblage, on the
streets and at home? In toiwn and In coun¬
try. Perhaps I should qualify this state¬
ment by saying that a mistaken idea of
cleanliness prevails, and that a mere bath
every day Is not sufficient to entitle one to
be called absolutely clean.
The skin Is constantly undergoing the

process of reproduction and decay.con¬
stantly secreting and endeavoring to throw
off the decayed and useless matter. The
skin of the face throws off Its dead and
useless scurf in tiny, dust-like particles.
If dally these little specks of dead cuticle
are removed by friction and detergent, the
channels are kept open and disease can¬
not, unless Inherited or contagious, attack
the face, Unfortunately our American cli¬
mate, with its sudden changes, too fre¬
quently checks the flow of perspiration
which, unrestrained, would of Itself carry
off the dead matter. The consequence of
the arrested effort to free the pores is con¬

gestion, and the results, a skin positively
loaded and obstructed with adhering re¬
fuse matter, which is not only filthy, but
actually rolsonous in its effects when forced
back into the blood.
The hideous cases of skin diseases which

have been the despair of women and
girls rave in the course of a few
months of proper cleansing and friction,
yielded and given way to beautiful, satiny
complexions, free from every blemish.
I have not much confidence In my own

powers of eloquence, but It seems to me I
could not fail in relating the actual his¬
tories taken from my own dally observa¬
tion of each case, to impart my convic¬
tions, which are really the result of years
of experience, that uncleanllness and a
mlsunderstanlng of what that word means
are the chief causes of our disfigured skins.
Cleanliness must b$ so active that all
corporal impurities are thrown off through
its agencies, cutaneous eruptions removed,
and the entire surface of the body made
as pure and smooth and bright as in in¬

fancy.
No simple washing or bathing will do

this, though such ablutions be performed
six times a day. There is no purification
of the skin, and no cure for diseases re¬

sulting from obstructed pores, except
water and soap and friction.
Enlarged pores and many of the simple

forms of skin diseases need no other treat¬
ment than the one already advised. Use«
the camel's hair face scrubbing brush, and
If the unaccustomed friction at first Irri¬
tates the face, apply any of the healing
creams (formulas already given) whenever
necessary.

HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.

Trimmed skirts are assuredly winning
their way. A recent model from Paris
shows gussets of the material set in the
front and side seams, each being outlined
with a narrow ruche. .

"I think you're right. It might only be
postponing the end and might simply lead to
a state of uncanny siege. Will you place
yourself In my hands?"
He held out his arms to me imploringly

and In the act listlessly dropped them again.
"Very well. Now, listen to me. There he

will remain In all likelihood for some time,
not knowing he is discovered. We must
give him the slip.escape quietly at the
back, while he is Intent on the front."

I could only make out that his white lips
whispered: "You wont leave me?"
"Not till $11 danger is past. I promise

you."
I went over the house and quietly

tested that every bolt and catch was
6ecure. Theu I fetched a dram of
spirit aijd made the poor, demoraliz-
lnf wretch swallow it. It brought
a glint of color to his cheek.a little
firmness to his limbs.
"Another," he whispered.
"No," I answered. "You want the

nerve to act; not the overconfldence
that leads to a false step. Come:"
Together we stole to the rear of

the building where the little platform
hung above the race. I locked the
door behind us and pocketed the
key.
"Now," I Raid, "quietly and no hes¬

itating. Follow me."
The stream here sought passage

between the inclosed mill-head, with
its tumblying bay and waste weir.
the sluice of which I never remember
to have shut.on the one side, and on
the other the wall of an adjoining
garden. This last was not lofty, but
was too high to scale without fear
of noise, and the risk of attracting
attention. Underneath the heavy pull
of the water would have spun us
like straws off our feet had we
dropped into It there.
There was only one aw.v. and that

I had calculated upon. To the left
some branches of a great sycamore

FROU-FROU.

Mrs., Austin Corbln's reception room al¬
ways numbers among Its decorations a

pink Azaela.the growfug plant.in a

Japanese jar of mammoth proportions and
beautiful ormentations.

adful whisper. "He's standing
/aiting for me."
tree overhung the wall, the nearest of them
some 5 feet out of reach. Climbing the rail
of the platform, I stood upon the outer
edge and balanced myself for a spring. It
was no difficult task to an active man, and
In a moment I was bobbing and dipping
above the black onrush of the water.
Pointing out my feet with a vigorous
oscillating action, I next swung myself to a
further branch, which I clutched, letting
go the other. Here I dangled above a little
silt of weed and gravel that stood forth
the margin of the stream, and onto it I
dropped, finding firm foothold, and mo¬
tioned to Jason to follow.
He was like to have come to grief at the

outset, for, from his nerves being shaky, I
suppose, he sprung short of the first branch J
hitting at It franctlcally, with his fingers
only, so that he fell with a bounding splash
Into the water's edge. The pull had him in
an Instant, and it would have been all up
with him had I not foreseen the result
while he was yet In midair and plunged for
him. Luckily I still held on to the end of
the second branch, to which I clung with
one hand, while I seized his coat collar
with the other. For half a minute even
theu it was a struggle for life or death,
the stout wood I held to deciding the bal¬
ance, but at last he gained his feet, and I
was able to pull him, wallowing and stumb¬
ling, toward me. It was not the depth of
the water that so nearly overcame us, for
it ran hardly above his knees. It was the
mighty strength of it, rushing onward to
the wheel.
He would have paused to regain his

breath, but I would allow him no respite.
"Hurry!" I whispered. "Who knows but

he may have heard the splash?"
He needed no further stimulus, but

pushed at me to proceed, in a flurried
agony of fear. I tested the water on the
further side of the little mound. It was

Mrs. Jeanette Thurber, who has done so
much for music in this city, is petite and so

youthful In appearance that one can hard¬
ly realize she is the mother of two grown
daughters.one of them a recent bride.
When Miss Helen Gould spends a nifcht

In town, which, however, is but seldom,
she stays at the Waldorf. The table at
which she dines Is very apt to have some¬

thing especially charming In the way of
floral decorations, those rare wild flowers,
swamp pink, or May blossoms, being in
evidence a few days ago, when Miss Gould
was present.
The colors most seen on the promenade

are, dark grpen In victorias; blue in liver¬
ies, and every shade of lavender In dress.
Sleeves may be growing smaller.in fash-
Ion books, but not on Fifth avenue.

CAFE MOUSSE.

A toothsome dainty often served at an af¬
ternoon tea is cafe or chocolate mousse.
It Is very easily made and so the expense
is trifling. Not only Is a mousse appropri¬
ate for an afternoon or a high tea, but it
comes in very rilcely as part of the dessert
for a dinner. Whipped cream, one pint
(measured before whipping); half a coffee
cup of very strong coffee well sweatened.
these are the Ingredients, and cost about
twenty-five cents. This makes a sufficient,
quantity for six people. The coffee and
whipped cream must be gently stirred to¬
gether until well mixed, then turned into a
aiould which ha# been packed In Ice and salt.
Throw a bit of carpet over the tub and
set it away In a cool place for four hours,
when it Is ready to be turned out. It must
not be stirred, otherwise the soft, mossy.
hence mousse.appearance will be de¬
stroyed. A mousse Is served In cups.dain¬
ty Dresden or Sevres cups if you have them,
otherwise pretty little cut-glass tumblers
may be used.
For a chocolate mousse the method of

procedure Is similar. To one pint of cream,
whipped, add nearly an ounce of chocolate
well sweetened, which has t>een rubbed
smooth over a hot flre, with two table-
spoonfuls of water first added to the choco¬
late. It takes about fifteen pounds of Ice
to freeze the mixture.

ROBERT E. LEE CAKE.

Nine eggs, the weight of seven eggs In
sugar, the weight of four eggs in flour, full
weight. Add the sugar to the well beaten
yolks of the nine eggs. Then add the
whites, beaten very light. Stir In the flour
gently and season with fresh lemon. Bake
In jelly cake tins. When cold spread- each
layer with the following filling:
Strain the grated rind and juice of two

oranges and one lemon through a fine sieve
into one pound of pulverized sugar. Add
to this a grated cocoanut and the white
of one egg beaten very light.
The quantity will make two cakes of

three layers each.

ei° JJtlLuggle "P against it along its
th^ hJlt ?<i \ u® P°ssib,)if:Jr we must make
the best. Clutching at the wall with crook-

'or any hope of support,
we moved up step by step, until gradually
the wicked hold slackened and we could
make our way without bitter struggle.
to «eS«,.y' V° \he righf- the wall opened
ran ,,n S? desert garden ground that
th? «£?, 2 ^ptjr cottage standing on
tbe fallof the hill above. Over to this we

^WJ?ded'uand c,imbed once more
to dry land, drenched and exhausted.

¦No pause might be ours, yet, however
nn ?£infi almost t0 the earth, we scurried
sFnJina* fi'i passed the cottage, and neve*
sw?w>,uni' M e st00d "Pon the road that
skirts the base of the hill.
mr»n1Sl,0f1iQentflS breathing space now and a
moment s reflection. Downward the wind-

/I f ^raigbt to the bridge and the
^ery figure we were flying from. Yet it
vvas necessary to cross the head of this

stretcheden^°W'th0 fe3Ch the meadows that
stretched over the lap of the low valley we
must traverse before we could hit the
Southampton highway.
fortunately no moon was up to Dlav

thi1 ?ur need- 1 took my brother bythe coat sleeve and led him onward Ha

r^trewb,ing alld ^ivering asTf with an
ague We proceeded with a rapid motion
takincf88 n<*ar as we could make it, and,
taking advantage of every by-alley of
e\ery wall and shadow, came out at 'last
upon the skirt of the wide meads that had
been so familiar and so fateful to us in our
boyhood. Over the grass, by- way of the
watery tracks, we sped-passing at a
stone s throw the pool where Modred had
nearly met his death; passing th£ ancient
cate^to th5 *°"Ildation °f St. Cross. dedi.
cate to the \ext memory of a roval card!
nal; breaking out at last, wlth a pantinlburst ot relief, into the solitary stretch of
road running southward. Before us li
the glimmering dark, 11 went silent and
nnrt ^etue.!n .lts ni°th-haunted hedges
fn ?y6 ^ w loDg strides, every one'
like the swing of a pendulum, marking off
a moment of precious time.

murKing off

My brother hurried by my side without n
word, subduing his breathing even as much
as possible, and walking with a li"hr
springing motion on his toes; but now and
again I saw him look back over his shoul-

an awful expression of listening
r> i i°U1vKge' t"e't inclined to cry, witli
Denis, the sweet-hearted Burgundiaii- "Le
diable est mort!" but I had a fear of the
sound of my own voice, I confess.

af^?r one of bis turns that Jason
StJ tosTo?," 6""d °pon my °rm m4

Faintly-very faintly, a step on the road
behind us came to my ears.

He s following!" murmured my brother
w{tfc a sort of despairing calmness.
ifa

' 1 8,!i,(!; fbow do you know
«?t i i

a highway.
I do know. Hark to the step!"

It was a little nearer. There was »

3h1er*ura8gin8 sound in it. Was it pos¬
sible that some demon inspired this terrl-

an awful species of clairvoy¬
ance. How otherwise couid he be on our

informed him?9' lnde6f1, the splash had

1 here was a gap in the hedge close by
n ,^e. st°°d and not far from It. in

the field beyond, a haystack looming frf-
t8^1! i tbf dark. With a rapid motion
I dived, pulling Jason after me.and stooo-
mg low, we scurried for the shelter, and
threw ourselves into the loose stuff lvlne
on th®, 'urther side of it. There, lvinu
crushed into the litter, with what horror of
emotion to one of us God alone mav know
we heard the shuffling footsteps come rap-
Idly up. the road. As it neared the gap,
my brother s hand iell upon mine, with
a convulsive clutch.| It was stone cold
and all clammy with the ooze of terror

T,h®, st£P behind the hedge seemed to go
little further, then die out all at once.

I thought he had passed beyond our hear¬
ing. and lay still some moments longer,
stening.listening, through the faint rust¬

ling sounds of the night, for assurance of
our safety.
At length I was on the point of rising,

when a strained hideous screech broke
from the figure beside me and I saw him
sway up, kneeling, and totter sideways
asralnst the wall of hay. With the sound
of his voice I sprung to my feet.and ther«
was the pursuer, come slientlv round the
corner of the stack, gazing with gloatlna
eyes upon his victim.
To be continued to-morrow. This storr

began In the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap¬
ters of "The {Mill of Silence"
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp.
MORE OR LESS ABOUT WOMEN.

The supporters of the knickerbocker-di-
vided-skirt-ratlonal-dress reformers look
upon the Czarina of Russia as one of their
allies, because, once updn a time, she wore
divided skirts when she went down in a
mine.

"In this age of controversy about creeds
it behooves a woman to be very spiritual.
in fact, to be a living gospel, bearing
witness always in her life to truth, purity
and nobility of thought and action." is tha
creed of Kate Sanborn.

Mrs. Burke-Roche is one of the society
women who believe in churchgolng for
herself and her children. She has taken
a pew at "The Little Church Around the
Corner," and it is occupied every Sunday
morning. M hen she Is not present hei
young daughter Cynthia plays the part oi
mother to the twins, Edmund and George;
they, however, are not many years younger
than their sister, but she considers it her
duty "to keep an eye" on them, especially
during prayers.

In reply to a query, "Which has the
best chance of marriage, the heiress or tha
beauty?" a query propounded by an Eng.
lish newspaper, the prize winner was tha
young woman who replied that "a lovely
face Is very attractive, and men pay much
attention to Its happy possessor. But
there is a wonderful glamour surrounding
a woman who Is popularly supposed to curl
her hair with bank notes which no amount
of personal charms can ever supersede.
Men with little or no money generally de¬
sire well-dowered girls as wives, while rich
men do not find It unpleasant to add to
their wealth, and by choosing an heiress
carry out the old adage of 'riches go td
riches.' "

A SUCCESSFUL WOMAN ARTIST.
Miss Cecelia Beaux has passed beyond

the limits of mere popularity and has be¬
come famous. No Jess than six of her
pictures are to be seen at the Champ de
Mars Salon, In Paris, and the critical
French people are loud in their praise of
her work.
Miss Beaux Is a young woman, well bred,

dignified and of ^leasing personality. Her
coloring Is fair and her features strong,
particularly her broad, firm mouth. Her
hand Is characteristic of the woman. It
Is not small, but Is white, well formed and
strong.
Her studio Is In the top of a tall building

on Chestnut street, Philadelphia. It con¬

sists of two tiny rooms that hare been
thrown into one. It is lighted by a wide
skylight and two small wfhdows that look
out on the street. It is an attractive room
and a veritable workshop. There are a

few casts about, a flue old piece of tapes¬
try on the wall, an old carved chest, one or
two bits of drapery and the necessary
paraphernalia of the artist's work. There
are no useless knlck knacks, no "odds and
ends."


